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February 2--GROUNDHOG DAY. We are not going to trouble our readers 


any of the traditional comments on groundhogs and the second of Februa 
In this part of the country, neither man nor beast expects winter to 
an end in less than six months, let alone six weeks. Instead we pre 
take a different view of GROUNDHOG DAY. Groundhogs are usually rérver 
as “woodchucks" with the saying, "How much wood could a woodchuck 
helen Nee eae chuck roocaans Ne a erene) baie toe nah wood stove 


eats of mood from the eh to one ene ar hen Pes era ties 
thence to the woodbox..) So if the woodchuck does stick his 

collar him, bring him home, and find out if he can chuck wood w 
"encouragment" J “Educating a woodchuck to such a useful purpose 
the dreary days of winter more cheerful. Later on return -him 
and post signs, "NO TRESPASSING" Doors: his Bar eae er ey. 
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ast November of 1978 on the 8th day near midnight this country lost a very 
el 1 painter and humble man as Norman Rockwell ceased his labors for the 
ym peace Dacre enaee visual insight into the smallest detail of living 
t tears to many an eye. So herewith are some homespun sayings of | 
11 endure for all time. 5 Se 
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ast features speak for to his genius and patience. 
,’ he said. “And you aie: 


a boy. I often think that oe hs , eras | : 
e in life grown-ups tried While the March winds blow and Spring starts 


Wecunacters whorsnhe) © a-stirring about let's be grateful to Rockwell 
became juvenile delin- for his tireless attempt to lift us out of a 
honest with a boy and sordid existence into far reaching thoughts 


iend.” and beauty and love for others. 
at homespun philosophy — 
hronistic, Rockwell was 


se that the virtues he In this end of a winter season 


'tis time to think of the 17th, 
St. Patrick's Day and the Ay: 
"wearing of the Green". . 
'twarn't so long ago that it 

was here last year ! Hum-m-m 
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way things were at all 
he said: “Maybe I 
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logs and got up circuses 
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We thought you'd like to know- 
that in the six years of print- 
ing the "Crimpville Comments" 
there has been about 150,000 
copies produced ! Small town 
success story for BELLINGHAM. 


Today the sunlight seemed less 
bright; 
My path became more shady: 
The cop stopped calling me “girlie” 
And shouted instead, “Hey, 


Young Glen has 

captured for us 
the WIND as it 
swirls around in Lady!” 
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_=™~ season. How fitt- 
~ ing that it now 
 \is also the season 
= fo for another type 
oe Ofte Wind co DLOWw 
-~— ~ as Town meetings 
— “= are heard here and 
“m there and a lot of 
"steam" is releas- 


_ 
— 


__ It's an absentee ballot! ; 


ne ed, exploding on 
NO KIDDING 3 floor as oratory 
Pa takes over! May 
ey the Best man or | 
. woman win. Vo5eE 
- inet Courtesy Glenn Vose Asso.BHC 


The "SOUND OF LANGUAGE" 
(with apology to "The Sound of Music.") — 


A journey ended up in Uxbridge one day while traveling about seeking a job. 
Feeling in need for some nourishment, a stop was made at a small lunch 
place to taste their wares. It turned out: to be a one-man operation run 
by a red faced stocky Scotchman. Entering the establishment our attention 
was immediately drawn to a large sign over the counter that had a unique 
message in rhyme stressing all cash---no credit |} 

The beauty of the poem was noted when the scotchman recited it with his 
colorful "brogue". There was wee "Bobby Burns" in person ! Herewith is 
an effort to phonetically translate that message that you might enjoy his 
poetic creation with the charm that comes only with a true Scotch "brogue" 
so delightful in the "sound of language." 


"As man to man is so much dust, "Jz mun tae mun iz sae much doost, 

I do not know which one to trust. Aye dinnay new witch wun ta trroost. 

I trusted often, to my sorrow-- Aye trroosted offen, ta mae surrrah- 

So pay today and trust tomorrow!" Sae paye tadaye ant trroost tamorrah’ 


REMEMBER Sir Harry Lauder years ago ? Famous singer from Scotland. 
How the radio waves brought the beauty of his brogue and singing to our ears. 
This is especially for our elder friends : 


"Oh, aim eighty in the marning, seventy-nine taday. 
Aim eighty in the marning und aim verry prroud ta saye, 
Aye kin swing a Bonny Lassie 
Ant wiggle an! jiggle an! smile 
Cuz aim eighty in the marning--- 
Seventy-nine taday!" 


(apologies to spelling!) 
It's amazing how many fans we have who are past eighty who can snort: 
"Shucks they're only young squirts {" (meaning those under eighty!) 


Later on we shared the joy of listening to a stocky Englishman who was full 
of poetry and skilled in the art of telling "tall tales". We were fascina- 
ted with the richness of his brogue and so we bring a short poem in the 
original and the attempt to relate his vocal art. 


"A Sparrow--it was. ."A Sparrah--it was. 

A bloody blooming sparrow A bluddy bleeming sparrah 

Up a blooming bloody spout. Oop a bleeming bluddy spuut. 
The bloody blooming rain The bluddy bleeming rain 
Washed the blooming beggar out! Washed the bleeming beggar uut! 
And when the bloody sun came out Und wen the bluddy sun came uut 
And dried the blooming rain; Und dried the bleeming rain; 
The bloody blooming sparrow The bluddy bleeming sparrah 
Went up that spout again |" Went uup that spuut again 1" 


We often poke fun at those who have a"brogue" or who otherwise pronounce 
words that differs from the average of us. We little appreciate or real- 
ize the simple fact that if all of us spoke alike--how terribly dull it 
would be. Can you conceive of a world full of birds whose songs are all 
the same ?? Or of only one kind of a musical instrument ? Or if there 
were only sopranos ? O'course not.. 


by 


y we notice when someone “speaks differently and comment on it to 
urselves ? This action makes the speaker self conscious immediately and 
effor is made to "correct" the change. We really don't appreciate the 
Nso f Language" that brings that something special and precious to our 
ears in this change of "color" whose beauty would be sadly missed. 

, the Irish brogue and lilting laughter--our world would be empty 
Without the color added by our English friends there would be 
BYO1G. And how about our Southern drawl that captivates us 
charm ? Add to this the countless variations of others; if they 
exist there would be a vacant chair in our "Sound of Language" 
rdue,we finally acknowledge our debt to those who add so much color 
eans of vocal communication and plead with them not to change or _ 
arrassed about it but to stay as you are. Be proud of it. 

e we emphasize our sincere appreciation for your vocal “Art" and 
of it you are noticed and are very special in the chain of human 
ships. You would be missed and you can't be replaced. So--hold 
high and continue to favor us with your "Sound of Language". 

a gift to share and a brilliant role to play on this stage of 
ontinue to feed us with that exclusive "color" that you alone, can 
This has been an effort to make us realize this special gift. 


SENIOR CITIZENS 


Time was when foiks just sat around 
Just sat around and whittled: 

The men, I mean, just sat around 
And chewed tobac and spittled. 


Their toothless jaws kept up the rhythm 
Their hands were always busy, 

As in the sun they sat al! day, 
Enough to make one dizzy. 


The women folks stayed in the house 
In some secluded corner, 

A-knitting socks for Bill and Joe, 
For Jay and Jack and Warner. 


Not so, today, I’ll have you know 
For I am one of these; 

We like to have our little fun, 
With just ourselves to please; 


So, now, we meet to eat and play, 
And sing old songs together; | 

Forgetting time, for life is sweet 
Whate’er mey be the weather. 


Mos AND ANOY BROUGHT US JOY 
IN THE PAST 

WITH THEIR FRESH AIR TAX! AND 
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THE BUTTERFLY sch 
By Karey AO aad 


The Butterfly is a colorful Star. “il Sa 
She flys twenty-four hours each day. | 


She: 
sparkles 
- twinkles 
we shines 
lea FS; wiggles 
SPN ee | gtegiss 


glides > 4 ak Pere). 
8, oa blinks A pedestrian 
tae And reaches. H ) en a 
The BOeetely is a dream of every caterpillar. and leaves 
As she spins her cocoon to prepare. is re 
It comes out very lovely as she appears. 


THE SYSTEM 


SOCTALISM**You have two cows and you give one to 
your lazy neighbor. 


COMMUNISM**You have two cows; the Govt. takes 
both and gives you 1/l the milk. 


FASCISM:+;:You have two cows; the Govt. takes both 
and sells you the milk. 


NAZISMs*You have two cows; the Govt. takes both 
; and shoots you. 


BUREAU-ISM*You have two cows; the ee takes _ 
both, shoots one, milks the other Fey 
and throws the milk away. — ‘ee 


CAPITALISM**You have two COWS; Mion sell one and i 
Dilya a Db ; Cu 
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&.% MY MIRROR | LIMERICK 
I wonders Howe ec aty Coles A sultan at odds with 
My mirror seems so kind to me. | 
But let me to a dress shop go. 
The mirror there in fiendish . loose e ho 
glee, Thus starting the “Tinst 
Makes a side show freak of me} i.) wescarems. >- | 
I try on this and try on that, ) 
But I just look old and fat! 
Back home I ponder this sad | . CL ahoe 
higher "A friend in need is tos 
My mirror and I are out of keep away from." 7 
date} | . 


